APPENDIX E

and sunlit ground; it has never been seen in the world of pictures before, but it will
haunt our memories now and find us out when we look at trees in cold sunshine.

The other picture by Mr. Steer is a mistake, for he can be one of the stupidest of men:
he blunders magnificently towards the centre with his instinct for colour, for light and
air and vigorous life to guide him. He has put a model on a sofa against a screaming
red in the hope of carrying off a study in which her flesh will tell as flesh against the
red. He has failed; the red conquers and the flesh retires defeated as something brown;
there is nothing in the gawky attitude to redeem the affair; least of all in the obviously
mendacious ride Sleep. But it would be hard to find a man who could fail so far on
towards success.

7.12.01                                                                        'The Saturday Review*

Mr. Steer keeps steadily developing and assuring his art at the point proper to his
temperament. He is not dramatic at all, and his moods would not make a very poig-
nant effect translated into a verbal lyric. But the mood peculiar to painting, its sure and
common ground in happy contemplation of the look of things, what light makes of
the bodies of women, the leaves of trees, the ranges of space, he has intensely. He is
friends with light and he is friends with paint and on these simple terms becomes
friends with beauty as hardly one of his contemporaries attains to be. His nonchalance
about other things is surprising. The most ordinary illustrator would have remarked
that in the Minor neither of the two girls is in the least concerned with the ostensible
motive of the piece, the mirror. No one is using the mirror or pretending to, except
Mr. Steer, who gets a third uniting figure by its reflection of one of them. I think this
disrespect for the ostensible motive of action makes things a litde uncomfortable; but
in the modelling of forms by light and colour and the capturing of charm and dainti-
ness in such a subject the picture marks a real advance.

F  .
Tributes to Steer
I have the pleasure of reprinting here, with permission from those con-
cerned, the effective article in 'The Times5 by C. J. Holmes referred to in
Chapter VI, one by Roger Fry of kter date, and a passage from George
Moore's translation of painting into words of inveigling charm.
. GOUPIL GALLERY EXHIBITION OF 1909
BY CHAJRLES HOLMES
('The Times*, April zz)
For many yeats'Mr* Wilson Steer has been a tower of strength to the
New English Art Club; year by year his works have been seen there in